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conflicting committees, covering  the  same
ground, were appointed.
At some later date in my life, when it will
be possible for me to do so, and if it still
seems worth while to correct some of the
more outrageous misstatements on the muni-
tions position at the beginning of 1915, I
may deal at length with these committees
and their ultimate absorption in the Ministry
of Munitions. Like the ghost of Hamlet's
father, CI could a tale unfold3. For the
moment I am concerned with persons, not
events, and the dazzling person for me on
that committee was not the chairman with
his frame of a thickset little Welsh Rugby
half-back and his general air of one waiting
on tiptoe for the ball to be hurled out of the
scrum. No, Mr. Lloyd George was not my
primary object. The figure that made my
heart beat faster as I entered the room at
the Treasury was slender and stooping. It
gave the impression of languid grace which
would throw a pinch of snuff in the eyes of
life, treating it as the plebeian it plainly
was. It was attired in an ordinary office
suit, but in some way suggested negligent
ruffles. It adjusted its pince-nez, as it
listened courteously to the red-faced im-
becilities of some adjacent soldier. It was
cool, carrying its own atmosphere in a
vacuum that its aloofness created, and in a
time of heat, hate and hysteria it wal